BY  DHOW  TOWARDS  SHIHR

offish oil on every dhow load exported. The story has it that Muhammad
'Abdulla Bakareit was born with a small tree growing out of his head,
which continually had to be cut off but always grew again. When he
died it grew into a big tree and now grows out of the roof of his tornb.

By now our luggage had been carried down to the beach so we followed
it, saying good-bye to most of those who had come to look at us. On the
way down to the shore we passed two small date nurseries protected by a
fence of fishing nets. Someone with us called out to the gardener: "Come
and look at the woman."

"What woman, where?" said the gardener coming up to the fence,

The showman pointed to D.   "That's a woman."

The gardener laughed heartily. "Nonsense, that's not a woman.
You can't pull my leg like that."

Sultan 'Ali had changed his mind and was not coming wittfus. How-
ever, on reaching the shore he decided to get into the rowing-boat and see
us off. On the way to the dhow he decided to come. Once on the dhow
when the boat had gone back he decided to go home again. The boat
was hailed and returned. Sultan *Ali then decided to brave the journey
and come with us. His luggage was of the scantiest. He had come down
to the shore with nothing but what he had on, but in one of the moments
when he made up his mind to come with us he had taken young
Muhammad's sword away from him and tried without success to borrow
his pink turban.

The good ship Matrab was anchored about a quarter of a mile off the
shore. She was of twenty tons burthen or, as it is put in local parlance,
carried 300 bags. She flew a very smart green, red and white silk flag
widi crescent and star presented by a Hadhrami Seiyid. There were sixteen
of us all told on board, the five of us, Salih 'Ali, Salim, Bukheit, Faraj, our
wild animal, Sultan Ali, the nakhoda Nesib bin 'Isa, a crew of three and
two-toys who cooked and did other odd jobs. One of them was already
preparing the evening meal on the box of sand amidships. The rest of
us hoisted sail at once to the tune of a shanty and we were off at a quarter
to five.

Behind the narrow coastal plain were row on row of mountains, each
higher than the last, till they were hidden among the clouds. The summits
of those we-could see were tipped with purple and crimson by the se&iog
sun which lit up the dais of Darfat with its straggling row of dais |dbs.
Ite shadows lengthened between the hills as we sailed oa iato the m&*